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THE ETHICS OF PUNISHMENT. 


to him. That is why no punishment must be inflicted which 
does not perfectly harmonise with the thought of forgiveness. 
But, though forgiveness is to blot out the memory of the 
fault, it cannot prevent the natural consequences of that 
fault, and it is this that it is so necessary to impress upon 
older children, that the law of cause and effect is immutable, 
and that we could have very little respect for a Being whose 
laws, being beneficent, were otherwise. Some one remarked 
to me, the other day, that our subject was a very painful 
one. I cannot see it so. On the contrary, it is after the 
punishment, rightly inflicted and rightly understood, that 
one gets a deeper insight into a child’s heart. It is just 
at that moment that you and he alone, from the pinnacle 
of your mutual love and confidence, can pause and hear 
the still, small voice, and can catch, after the whirlwind of 
passion and the storm of struggle have passed by, a never- 
to-be-forgotten glimpse of eternal justice and eternal love. 


AUNT MAI’S BUDGET. 

BY Mrs ’ Fra ncis F. Steinthal. 

■My Dear Children , ru* , 

wings, put all my chil ’ dren ™° nt * 1 am going to open my 

to the Black Forest, so for thi J deF VfV ^ ° VGr the sea 
want you to send me anv J£i del ghtful re ason I do not 
1 shall often think of you all k ^ UgUSt ' When away, 
1 ittle tales about the flovv^ "h ^ t0 Write you some 
children I meet there “ d the anim ^> and the 

tale each about yo*r holiday, l ^ * '*** 

boat you see, or a bird, or flower > P ° em about a 

: h „s z zz z z ,o , make dand "® d °» s - 

on it, and fasten it on to the * h V*" 1 n ° Se ’ Gy6S and mouth 

four holes in a souare IV Z * C ° rk ‘ In the latter P™k 

brush. Dress in a fm u PUSh im ° them f ° Ur bristles off a 
nut if n ■ frock, cape and bonnet of crinkled paner 

the latteAvith the' I * d ° Wn ’ and by & entl y beating 

about beau t ;iu,l' y he ’“‘T” 

children who are just beginning to feel crosl andbeler. hUle 

Your loving 

Auntie Mai. 

Competitions. 

Ihese competitions are open to the children of all readers 
of the Parents’ Review.) 

ihe doll s nightgown will be taken in July, but must not 
be sent to Aunt Mai before August 30///. In August and 
September little fingers can have a holiday, and in October 
the doll s best dress will be given. Names and ages must be 
sewn on the garments. “My Dollies Wardrobe” can be 
obtained from Vickers, 'I he Grove, Illdey, for is. 3d., post free. 

Class /. Ages 11 to 15. Natalie Neumann (11) and 
Winifred Grice (12) have each received “My Heart’s Best 
Treasure,” by Miss Phoebe Allen. Gina Robertson (i 1) has 
just completed her set of doll’s clothes, having joined the 
competition a year ago. The work each month has been so 
exceptionally good that as a memorial of her industry and 
excellence, she has received the cast of a bust exhibited in 
the Royal Academy. 
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Good and careful work has been sent by Helen G. 
Lawrence (14), Barbara Gregson (11), Margaret Gregson (12), 
Ethelwyn Hosking (12), Margery Webb (1 1), Mildred Hosking 
(14J, Iole MacDonnell (11), Winifred Tibbits (11), Annie Elsie 
Webb (13), Margaret Kendall (14). 

Class II. Age 10 and under. Joe Bellingham (8) and 
Ivathie Parke (7) have won books. 

Good work has been done by Cecily Parke (6), Margaret 
King (8), Lorna Lawrence (8), Phyllis Sayer, Eleanor M. 
Elder (7), Margaret C. Elder (8), Lucy Wilson (7), Hilda 
Newton (9), Elsie Pope (8), Sybil Baker (8), Grace Penning (9), 
Dorothy Senior (10), Dorothy Gabain (10), Margaret Stabb (9), 
Evelyn Powys (10), Rhoda Goddard (io), Myrtle Armstrong (9), 
Mabel H. Gardner (10), Kathleen Hosking (10), Grace 
Lawrence (10). 

Aunt Mai does not want her nieces to think she is a cross 
old aunt who scolds, but as she thinks manners are quite as 
important as good sewing, she would like to make the remark 
that although eight prizes were sent last month to little 
winners, only four have acknowledged them. Aunt Mai 
fully realizes how difficult it is for little fingers to write, but 
all she asks for is a postcard with “ Thank you ” on it. 

A Prize is won by May H. Lewis (12) and a second by 

Dorothy Rope (n) for the best illustration of the Beck Farm 
Bogle. 


Good and promising drawings have been sent by Phoebe 
Ren n el I (1 1), Margery Dunthorne (13), Marguerite L. Dowding 
T i.5j, faith Venables (12), May Warren Vernon .0), Dorothy 
Ker 8), and Margaret Bulley 13). 

Our Artists Class is enlarging. All children are invited 
to compete. 

Violet ^ ° ffered f ° r ^ b6St illustration of “Louison’s 


PhoebeR ° f “ The . 1 ( ; owslip and the Lark” are delightful, 
hoebe Rennell s will be published in our August Budget. 

nSe n‘ M r If? Ule * knowledge^ lve S of 

verynrettv Th ^ S 18 Wel1 const ™cted. May Lewis’ is 

I lr vlM nty - • Madge FrankHn is only 7, but has 

^unth^neh d . ]ma ! inatl0n and con structs well. Margery 

is also verv nreD™ A** charm ' n & tale - Phyllis Sayer’s tale 

you continue to Y t T Written ' Courage' children ! If 
' continue to work and write well, it may be that we can 


AUNT MAI'S BUDGET.. 
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N.B Ap Jasfn^te tha^notork * ^ 3 butter % 

before August 30th. k must be sent to Aunt Mai 

of Anjou. dreSSed d ° lk th - or four 

and one ^offered for t h eVest T™ ** th ® Charade Breakfast 
Party of children.” ^ Paper on “ How to entertain a 


. Little Workers’ Society 

They are by chUdre ^o 6 ” T “ ~ly. 

by several experts in needlework nr d ? ave been ad mired 
write to say that they h^ Tat ATT ^ ™ tle 
girls they know. They have been r m i ° r . sp ecial P 00r little 
4 to 6, 7 to 8, and nZo To T " three Masses, 

class, and cards are put on to ^ g ‘ Ven in each 

marks gained for sewing hem buttonh sh °wing the 

Class I. o to ro T /T h ° 6 ’ a " d deanHness - 

Buxton V a ° rg L°re. La^L^f "Tf «• 

C.cely Foster (35), Helen Boyd (w) l* 6 * 

Emily Vickers (39), Cicely Cholmondeley ,'28; MaroriTl f',' 
Skinner (28), Dorothea Gardner (26) Phvihs S T ? f 

Joyce Sayer (26), Millicent Salmon J) Dorothv Sav 

Zte, illneSS C “ U ' d no. finish he:tfk y< ^ 

The “t" ' a ‘ ^ markS by " 0t buttonhoS! 

e sewing in many cases was as well done as by the ori/e 
winners, ut when the totals were summed up, owing to this 
neglect of the directions given, they had to take lower places 

Emit V°k ’ 1 ) Iarj ° rie Skinner > Cic ely Cholmondeley, and 

Emily Vickers, obtained very high marks for sewing, hem 
and cleanliness. Kathie Wood (37) late. 

Class IL 7 to 8. Dorothy Yeo (38), Elaine Ashwell (36,, 
ne M. Procter (34), Mary Prideaux Naish (30), Nancy 
Head (27), Eaith M. Wordsworth Skinner (26), Eleanora B 
Gardner (26), Averil M. Paget (26), Sybil Baker (25), Mary 
Sayer (25). Faith Skinner, Nancy Head, Mary Sayer, Averil 
1 aget, and Sybil Baker have lower marks through not 
making buttonholes. Janie Wood (37) late. 
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Class III 4 to 6. Iver Tindall (who worked most of her 
pinafore when only four) (27), Dorothy Newton (35), Erica 

Tindall (26), Alys Hubbard (26). 

The flannel petticoats for poor children, either red or white, 
must be sent to Aunt Mai before November 30th. Marks 
g-iven for sewing, herring-boning, buttonhole, and cleanliness. 


Our Little Cooks. 


Spinach . — Spinach sinks so much in boiling that it will 
require a good bowlful to make a dish. It must be washed 
in several waters, and while it is being washed it should be 
lifted out of the water with the hands : by this means the 
grit sinks to the bottom of the bowl. When thoroughly 
cleansed double each leaf together and tear away the stalk. 
Put the spinach with the water that clings to it into a large 
iron pan. Do not put on the lid, but keep stirring the spinach 
to prevent its burning: in a very short time it will have yielded 
sufficient water to do away with any fear of this. Let it boil 
quickly till tender ; it will take about fifteen minutes. Pour 
it into a colander and press the water from it with the back 
of a plate ; then rub the spinach through a wire sieve. Melt 
an ounce of butter in a stewpan, add a little salt, a table- 
spoonful of cream or milk and the spinach, and keep stirring 
till thoroughly mixed and quite hot ; then put the vegetable 
upon a hot dish, cut a hard boiled egg into nice pieces, place 
these prettily on the spinach and serve. 


Kothe bruize (Red Rice), a Danish dish . — Take ii lbs. of 
red currants and 1 lb. of raspberries, squeeze the juice of the 
res fruit through a clean pudding cloth into a brass pan, 
a c a pint of water, and about ^ lb. of lump sugar, put the 
pan on the fire, let the sugar melt and boil up the juice just 
once before adding the cornflour. Put 4 tablespoonfuls of 

water'tpi TS t rf" and ,moothl y with a little cold 
int ,h'k- kS lbCr ™ ; ‘hen pour the cornflour gently 

8 or bM '"8 1^. stimng all the timet boil for about 
, , nu es V 11 ‘bickens, always stirring all the time ; 

TZl Z cl“n,“ M °T iMO " dam P -4 - keep it in 

dish a„S Want6d ; When Cold turn i‘ upon a glass 
uisn and serve cream with it. ^ 6 


H. DE PlERREFOND. 
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LOUISON’S VIOLETS. 

_ t was a March evening and I • 

They & rew > the white and th, 'm* 0 " Was Sphering violets 

fltas, above the li„, e s tr " d m ,he , bl “ ‘Me by s&, in ‘ £ 

-bat a happy littIe homJ J'Z 'he thought 

home in the vi|]age baby g uds had Her 

d, old village, where above the river a little 

doorways, and the little boy s °ZT and kni «ed in the 
fashionable instrument in that parto/t^ b ° neS ’ Which is a 
cheerful, though it can’t be satd to L W ° rld > a " d fairly 
•Louison could have been h e much tone about it 

a real home of her own, but she 6 "™* 11 * f She had had ' 
girl, and being fitted in by kind peoffie & 'h °!" phan ’ P oor little 
for themselves, and now and then teU ° t0 ° much 

you feel as if you eat more soun J ?’ IS apt 10 make 
most little girls. She tried to be fT m ° re room than 
was watching the o-oat tbi 6 ^ USefuI as she could. She 
by the river, and thf violet shH'^ the ^ rass 

herself. For was it not a a gathenn S Were not for 
Cannes, and w^ould not the grandV gay beautl ’ful 

for winter sunshine buv ’ ?“ d . 1 ^ had c °me there 

Flowers r *" ** ^ 

that she made such friends of Tb. fl ^ W&S 50 lonel Y 
with genfle fingers, 

to keep, or picked them with stalks Ini u d mea " 

W “ e i r wo?t' ,0 - t ni8ht ' Said “ violet buds," “ *° 
another ^ • VOU have 

‘aoodnightnittle de/r^d” 

And up the steep path she went, driving the goat and 
^ S ! ng softl y> for she was a cheerful little soul though she 
d.d have to fit into a family where there wasn’t a hole for fit 

forherT ^ ^ a white violet > “ 1>d do anything 

‘‘How sweet of her to leave us to open,” piped a baby bud. 
don t get her a gift from the flower fairy,” said a third 
my names not Viola Odorata.” She had heard a botanist 
call her that once, and she dragged it into the conversation 
whenever she could. 
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Well, the sun went down all pink and gold behind the 
wooded hills, and, as the light died out of the sky, softly 
across the dewy valley came the flower fairy. Didn’t you 
know she came when the sun went down r Why, who do you 
suppose opens the baby buds which were all snuggled up 
tight together at bed-time ? Who but the flower fairy, with 
her dainty fingers and the light tread that never flattens a 
blade of grass. Up to the violets she stole and patted them 
gently, and bade them wake with the sun next morning. 

“ But, fairy dear, we aren’t asleep,” said the violets. 

“ Then you ought to be,” said the fairy. “ Little violets 
who lose their beauty sleep will be nasty little flabby things 
when the sun calls them.” 

“ But we’ve something to say,” cried the buds. 

“ Say it then, and be quick,” said the fairy ; “ for I promised 
to go and tuck up the mauve anemones.” 

So the violets, all chattering at once, told the story of 
little Louison, who had been so kind, and left them to open 
properly. Then the flower fairy bent down and gave them 
the softest of kisses. 

“ Be it yours to bring good fortune into the hands that 
gather you to-morrow,” she said ; and then she left them to 
their beauty sleep, and went to tuck up the mauve anemones. 

The sun came up next morning as if he knew it were a 
grand day. The river was like a broad golden ribbon across 
the green valley, when Louison came for the violets. 


“ How beautiful you are, darlings,” she said. 

“ Ah ! ” laughed the violets, “ if you only knew that the 
flower fairy has kissed us ; but we don’t tell secrets.” 


You would, like a shot, if she could understand you/’ 
laughed the big violet ; “ as sure as my name’s Viola Odorata 
you’d have it all out.” 

So Louison filled her basket, and set off along the road 
to Cannes. It was such a glorious day. The sea and the 
sky seemed to have entered into a competition which of 
them could manage to be bluest, and there was just wind 
enough to flutter the flags all along the Parade. There 
was such a crowd that Louison, who was small, and hadn’t 
learnt to push would never have got through it at all. But 
crowds, especially I think, French crowds, are good-natured 
things, and just because Louison was so small the bigger 
people le, her and her basket come to the front And 


1 ^ Ot5D 

to fairyUnd roC Di S d°you e ?e n ^ th ° Ught she must havT^t 

Cannes r Well, „eC mL7 7,7 Bat,le ° f *>— " « 
You never saw the lop of M I, hap ?. , yOU ,vin some day. 
Of the sea ? or the Quern of the V C> dld } '° U ? ° r the bot tom 
j? a mercy to think ,Ws 7"? 7 more did I. w, 

forward to ? But I hope when , hl , ng left f ° r Us to look 
with just such wondering delighted ° ^ y ° U wil1 look 
uH the gay carriages wkh thefr fl ^ “ L ° uiso " did at 
find it as hard as she did to d T* *"d will 

with the golden minosa boughs or the 

flowers, for 777 ZfZ ,i7 7 *» 

whisper of -Bouquets, Madame i ” better 777 Shy 
forward ways of older boys and girls i. m0re 

Other, She didn’t sell the white viol®, for to ° r 

loved flowers as she did, it was rather -Li ’ l anyone who 
began, to see the dear anemones and the r ^ PeItin ^ 
stocks falling into the dust, and’ perhaps ^ SSUS ’ &nd the 
and so she kept the white violets at thf> 1 g In ^ run over > 
No doubt it was the flow t y^t 77 tar 
for something better, but LouisJdid’ ’, ^TS,*" 4 ‘ hem 
Ihere was one carriage in particular which seemed to th. 

1 ittle flower-girl mpre beautiful than all the rest It * 
pony-cart, drawn by two ponies with mauve ribbons on their 
harness, and the cart was decked with violets nale f, 
•‘Violet.es de Parme,” which the counter people briT™' 
great clothes baskets to be made into scent. The carrwas 
full of little girls, little girls who seemed to be all ivhhe and 
mauve except for their pink cheeks and their yellow hair 1 
believe the baby one of all was tied in with mauve ribbons 
round her waist, lest she should throw herself as well as the 
bouquets out of the cart, but the kind, smiling groom beside 
her seemed as good as a nurse, in spite of his breeches and top- 
boots. Louison felt sure they would get the best prize banner, 
but she couldn’t wait to see, for she thought she ought to be 
getting home. And, as she went, she thought how happy 
those little ladies had looked, and how nice it would be to 
have anyone smile down on you as the kind groom had 
smiled on the baby when he caught the flowers people threw 
at her. And, just as she was getting out of the town, she 

VOL. VI.— NO. 6. 
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heard wheels behind her, and there was the pony-cart. It 
had got a prize banner of course, and the little ladies looked 
jollier than ever. It had all been such fun, and they had hit 
all their friends with flowers, and baby had got a bouquet 
thrown right into her lap by a real, live, royal prince. And 
just then they caught sight of Louison and her violets. 

“ Oh, look,” cried Number One, “ white violets ! Let’s get 
them for mamma, they’re like home.” 

“Stop, Jerome, stop a minute, we want to get those violets,” 
translated Number Two in rather remarkable French. 

So Jerome pulled up the ponies, and Louison was beckoned 
up to the side of the cart. Now the ponies were tired to 
death of driving backwards and forwards without getting 
anywhere, and they wanted to go home; and just then baby’s 
hat tumbled over her eyes and Jerome had to put it straight, 
and the ponies seized the moment and started off all in a' 
hurry, and Louison stumbled and fell almost under the wheel. 

It was a very bad moment, a very bad moment indeed. All 
the little mauve and white people screamed together, and 
Jerome pulled up the ponies and jumped down. 

“ Oh Jerome, is she quite, quite killed ?" sobbed Number One. 

“ Oh Jerome, say she isn’t quite dead,” howled Number Two 
But Louison was picking herself up, rather bruised and 
very dusty but not much hurt, and kind Jerome was rubbing 
her down as if she had been one of the ponies. 

she fs n°one a th raVe fV’ he Was ^ng, •“ see now that 
“I haven’t an W ° rS \ an ^ Wl11 ™ n h ° me t0 mother directly.” 
for that as for the Guises".’ ***** L ° UiS ° n ’ Cryi " g aS mUch 

^ HtU f gir1 ’” Cried Numbe r One. 

N “ tf F rTf 6 ^ she says/ ’ cried 

w at then is thy name, my little one ?" r ' 
asking. “What dost thou savJ Mu Jerome was 

fhou art living at Auribeau ; ' But didst ^ m ° ther ? 

lourettesr Alas alns m * dst thou not come from 

gone, then, andlaf^ Sf* A « ‘ h °“ 

never guessed/' ' Heaven forgive me, but I 

hugging a dusty little flowe^l?" WelT^ ^ t0p ’ b00tS 
even stranger things than that and U ’ ^ may 1,Ve t0 SeC 
hsart indeed under his smart liVery J ° me had a ver y warni 
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I wo and NmnL'^Three. Wha ' d ° eS he Say ’ abked Number 

“ Oh n d b obe quiet h i e can’i’he 8Cre b med Numb «- Four ' 
Number One. \»d, [nS.&C “ 
speed, and all mixed up with tears and w"’” ° U ‘ at railroad 

books " dreadfUl ‘ y •'»« PrenTln^t^ 

.u™, person and she * 

Jerome’s sister, and «*» 

home ^ Hadt;„t r hro,d 

And Jerome was crying because 2"^ dead" a!id “ % 

never see her any more Onlv h f and h would 

one t X 6r i fathCr 

" Put her un he*, ' °" e Said With much vision : 

home wiA us bee y0 “ and baby ’ J<Srome ' she is ooming 

frock Tnd she ? US<i W t kn ° Cked her d own and tore he? 
rock and she must come home to mamma.” 

her dustv frock "d" h °"n “ ab ° U ' that little Louis on. in 
with the y prfre tnneT " ‘ be ™ let ' d “ kad P0"y-c a « 

And that was the good luck the fairy kisses brought her 
a rea ome, and a little place which nobody else could fill 
or w 10 could knit uncle Jerome's stockings and sew on his 
buttons so well as she can ? 

And when the violets bloom he always wears a posy of 
them in his buttonhole on Sundays. 

tt “ , ' or the y are lu cky flowers, my uncle,” says Louison, 

‘ and 1 love th em best of all because they brought me 
to you.” 


“JACK AND JILL'S JOURNEY." 

By Phoebe Allen, Author of ‘ Playing at Botany “ Two Little Victims etc., etc 

Chapter VII. 

“ Someone, 1 believe, was kind enough to say that my root 
being only i a tuft of brown threads, and just like any other 
root,' I couldn't possibly have much to say about it," began 
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the Wheat Ear, next morning. ‘Now, it wa of that 

person to give so much thought to the subject (true, unkind 
bystanders might have called it a thoughtless remark), and \ 
can only hope if I find myself at a loss for something to say, 
they will come forward and help me out of my difficulty. 
There’s room for them here on the platform now if they 
would like to come.” But though the lecturer paused, and 
reared his golden head in the direction of the gallery, no one 
spoke, no one moved. Only, after a bit, Fun’s voice was 
heard piping to a well-known tune — 

" If a gosling gabbles glibly touching wheat and rye, 

When that gosling's called to order, will that gosling cry ? 

Every gosling is so clever, yet you see to-day, 

W hen they’re asked to air their wisdom, not a uord they'll say.” 

Upon this followed loud applause, and as it subsided the 
lecturer rose once more— “Well, now,” he said, “to begin 
with, I am a monocotyledon, which means that in its infancy 
my plant has only one nursing leaf to take care of it, instead 
of having two, like the wealthy babies, who have a nurse 
and nursery-maid to look after them. Consequently, we learn 
to look after ourselves much sooner than the pampered 
dicotyledons, and go out to work when we are much younger. 
Aow, you all know a grain of wheat when you see it ?" 

‘‘ I should think so,” came in a chorus. 

lecturer.’ ^ ha ' e y °“ ^ examined k closely ?" asked the 

“ S' ^, ey ’ Ve le,t ' ha > <» ‘ b * teeth,” said Fun. 

< i t ’ s readv'V, S ° ' at r ' ”’ ave y° u a ripe grain and said, 
only awfiti!j, S r ,ng ’ ^ >> lant is ‘"eked up inside, 

^ you loMt 

; x: ir™ - - x: 

Turn the " in on ZT ' * •* ^ Gnd tba " at the ° ther ' 

uppermost, and examine Tts^nar ^ ^ th ® r ° Und “ 

wrinkled spot, with a tiny oval ^ ^ ^ & 

the skin very carefully (I -Jdvi J depress,on > and if y ou ralSC 
make it soft) you’ll T y ° U to b <> b the grain so as to 
shaped body lying ; n ... tln y greenish-yellow egg- 

men. (Ask your p ‘ r ‘ Sma11 bas ' n . half buried in albu- 
“Or the ZrZmlZZ *° ““ " ha, albunten is).” 

en ff° 0s e you may meet,” p ut 
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he” as'hatched ” y ° U < ‘ b °“ 4,bnm “ which fed him 

ISow, 1 m not going to tell you any more particulars 
about our seed itself-you will learn these" later, towards the 
end of your journey-but 1 will only say that, like every other 

sUrchTr 6 Pr ° V ’ ded by m y Parent plant with as much 

heln ’ ’ SUgdr ’ and other P r °visions, as were necessary to 

mv d^n y ° Un *5 oot . on > n the wor ld> before I was able to earn 

end of h 7 , mySelf> 11 was from lhe extreme 

end of the wee egg-shaped body, just described, my root set 

out. i\ow, its true, that my root Is a tuft of threads, like 

many others, and composed of fibres, like those of some 

dicotyledons, yet between theirs and ours (between my roots 

and a buttercup’s for instance) there is a marked difference. 

It is this : Monocotyledons have no tap-root. We don’t first 

settle ourselves comfortably in the ground, and then send out 

our rootlet messengers to collect food from the soil for the 

rest of the plant. Dear me! no, why I was so eager to begin 

life as breadwinner for my family, that before I left my seed- 

case, I split up my radicle or baby root into fibrous branches, 

so that instead of only one root, a cluster of rootlets — a band 


of workers sprang out together from my seed. But a 
buttercup root consists entirely of single threads, which 
never give off lesser roots or fibrils. I soon got a footing in 
the soil, and I and my rootlets being able to supply ourselves 
and the young stem with the food we collected underground, 
our nursing leaf, finding itself no longer needed, shrivelled 
up, whilst our seed-case being emptied of its food store (as 
you empty your sandwich-box by the end of your journey) 
also disappeared in time. Our favourite food is silica plants 
all have their likes and dislikes; the pea, for instance, pre- 
ferring chalk; the turnip, potash; the vine, soda), and we 
found plenty to eat ; but oh ! dear, if ever you're in my 
position, you’ll know what a vast number of underground 
foes a wheat-root has. Subterranean beetles prey on us, so 
do slugs, wireworms, and the mole cricket (we love the dear 
velvety mole when he gobbles these enemies up). Then, 
hares and rabbits burrow in the fields where we grow, and 
those detestable cawing rooks will come and actually eat us 
in the cradle, that is, when we are just about to leave our 
seed. Though my life is such a busy one, it is brief, and being 
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OUllivt; me , 




onlv an annual, I don t ^ 

the golden death-bed of harvest. 

There was a murmur of condolence from the audience, upon 
which the lecturer v whose golden head had drooped a little) 
looked up quickly. “ I need no pity,” he said, “ for when I 
began life as a little grain, hidden in the dull, dark earth, I 
should have rejoiced to think of the bright green springtide of 
youth before me, of my sun kissed middle age, and of the 
golden hours of evening, which crown the end ; nay, but my 
life has been altogether beautiful, springing out of darkness 
into light, rising from earth’s depths into glorious sunlight.” 
And as the lecturer ceased speaking, there came into Jill’s 
mind, words she had often heard but never thought much 
about, “ it is sown in dishonour, it is raised in glory,” words 
to which this life story of the wheat ear gave a new meaning. 

And perhaps because she was feeling a little grave, Jill was 
pleased to see in the place of the gay, gauzy-winged Fairy 
Queen, who generally played the part of storyteller, an older, 
graver, grayer matron, who reminded her of one of those 
beautiful classical figures on old Greek vases. “ But why ” 
Avhispered Jack to F.O., “ is her face half veiled ?” 

“ Because,’ explained the Professor, “ that half veil was the 

fl f P ,^ 1Ven t0 her > lon £ a £°> when she first began to interpret 
the h,dden truth, which lies half veiled in myths and legends. 

. Vnd.t is an old, old legend she has come to tell us now." 

mv stor van'll ^ ll1 ' stra oger, "you have already heard 

Igain e ' ‘ ^ S ° me ' egends one can hear a ? ai " a " d 

though we see them <l ,ii x? y , f °° klng u P on sunsets, 
far far a t \ Now hearken, children. In the 

mighty S y ruled T a ‘ her Timewas but a lad, and the 
JL, s£l I moth^ 5 a r d u m ° rtals alika ' dwelt m 

earth), and Persephone, her chUd^B^hi-’ Demeter (m ° ther 
of Persephone’s life <. • bright was the morning 

-aiden goddesses,^^ *" d ^ 

company she wove garlands nr m fe i OWS ’ ln whose £ ay 
side, or played at ball nn tv. * ' be ^ ower dad mountain 
sea. But there came a dav ^ ^° lden sands beside the blue 
°n the slope of mount 160 S P ort * n §’ with her maidens 
Persephone. With a bur«r rs a sudder > woe overtook 
Hades, king of the darkTnder ^ ‘ he °P a " ad ’ and 

Id, appeared in a chariot 


~ 

gloom Jreahn! I>erse Phone away to his 

yler, had promised her t H 'd "T T" 01 ' ‘he great 
Great was Demeter's grief ,m lL • ' S "’ ,fe 3 " d queen ' 
eh.ld, and wearing , „»™L 7* ' he ‘° ss of her 
torch, she wandered forth over th ** a ° d carrry ing a 

At last Helios The sun who ^ S6eking Pers ephone. 
how Hades had seized th eVerythin S) tol d Demeter 
dwelt with him now "s at and she 

^ hen, in her wrath Demeter h" °v l0Wer re & ions -’' 
upon the earth so that Zen! f br ° Ug ^ drou S ht and famine 

things despatched* Hernies’ h^brimr *p ^ ° f Creatad 

grl«fand“ W?b h ° ne d le h ft Had<!S ■ ^ : ^ 

year I ersephone lay hidden in the dark depths of Hades’ 
realm, returning to the sun kissed heights of Olympus for 
he remaining months. Now, do you see my children, what 
y ory has to do with the lecture of to-day ? Persephone 
who is carried out of sight into unseen realms, is the seed 
corn, which lies buried underground, part of every year, 
ersephone, who returns to sunny Olympus, delighting the 
eart o Demeter mother earth — is the ripening corn, which 
rises from the dark unseen and fills us all with the joy of 
arvest, when the old earth smiles, spring after spring, 
and the seed bursts again out of its prison mould." 

Softer and softer had grown the voice of the speaker, and 
ever dimmer and more undefined her outline, till finally 
she seemed to blend with the gathering darkness, and so to 
pass from sight with her last words. 

We shall remember that story when we see cornfields 
now, said the children. Somehow a dreamy spell, such as 
comes upon us when we gaze intently upon some old world 
picture, seemed to possess them, for they accepted Matter-of- 
hact s questions in almost absolute silence. 

Only Jack whispered under his breath, “ I say, couldn’t we 
ask the Sugar Cane to come and spend a day with usr" 
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i Why did the wheat call himself a Monocotyledon ? 

, Describe the root of wheat, and how it differs from the 
fibrous root of a buttercup. 

5 . What is the wheat’s favourite soil food r Have all 
plants the same tastes ? 

4. What do you mean by a tup root? Do all plants have 
them r 

5. Is the wheat an annual or a biennial ? 

6. Has he any underground foes r 

Answers to be sent to Miss P. Allen, Iledon, Bonchurch, 
not later than July 28th. 

New Members . — Dorothy Ker and Kathleen Hosking. 

Answers have been received from the following' Members : — * 

Div. I. May Lewis (4), Susan Venables (4), Joan Campion (5), 
M. C. Ashwell (5), E. M. Ashwell (5), Bernard Ward (6), 
Winifred Grice (5), M. Graham Watson (5), Jessie Vickers (4), 
faith Venables (4), Margaret Bulley '6), Alexander Colles (3), 
Eileen Codes (6). 


Div. IT. Phyllis Murray (5), Edith Samuel (4), Dorothy 
Senior (4), Iole Macdonnell (43, Rhoda Goddard (4), Clare 
Pell Y ( 3 j> Lilias Summers (6 j, E. Graham Watson (5), Maud 
Vickers 5 j, Dorothea Steinthal (6), Vera Dawson 6), Georgina 

Smith ,6 , Kathleen Hosking 4), (frace Lauren ce-Laurence (5I, 
Meta Colies (3]. 


I- Kathleen Sandbach '5), Hester Sandbach (5;, 

Eva Hudson 6), Janet Brooke (6), Sydney Franklin (4), 

Cicely foster (6), Esther McNeill (5), Dorothy Mayall (5, 

Dorothy Ker (4), Emily Vickers (5), Jack Vickers (5), Dorothy 

T^ e< ^, J ess ' e ‘^ rn ' tb ( 3 )» Lorna Laurence -Laurence (3 , 
Kathleen Colies fi). 


iv. / . Kathleen Sandbach (5), Hester Sandbac 
Eva Hudson 6), Janet Brooke (6), Sydney Frankli 
Cicely foster (6), Esther McNeill U). Dorothv M*va 


Members wishing to have their 
rections must enclose stamped and 


papers returned with cor- 
directed wrapper. 


The following Members, 
have received marks, viz. : 
Cicely Foster (6), Esthe 


^uit theii papers too late for insertion in last No., 
r McNeill (4), Daisy Armstrong (4). 


BOOKS. 


by e “• 

Review, where they excited a \ / appeared in the Contemporary 

a lopcil, ThU «*" 

which Miss Caillnrd bn . ^ 1 le cruci al question of our day, 

the only Tenable 'S' ? «» o.h.r, and, w, hoHevl, 

elsewhere ThA ,rK , „ d ° not ha PP en ” we have been told 

miracles haonen ? • ° r ° , ro & ressive Revelation considers that, Do 

a miracle is thlt lrrdeva " t ? uestion - We do not yet know what 

natureahonf" f "n abs ° lutel y unable to define that order of 

nature about which we talk so glibly. 

The real question, for the reply to which our age is waiting, is, how, to 
what extent, and in what direction, is spirit capable of acting upon matter? 
Lpon our answer to this question the author very justly shows that our 
depend 0 " ^ reVCaled reli 8 ion and indeed of any religion at all must 

u _ rhis 9 ues bon opens manifold issues Miss Caillard demonstrates that 

The principal readjustment required in the present instance is in our 
conception of matter.' ’ 

From considerations of our ignorances, our needs, our possibilities, 
the insciutableness of what we call nature, and the divine fulfilments, the 
author evolves a triumphant vindication of Christianity on giounds of 
science and reason which, assuredly, it behoves every parent to acquaint 
himself with in these difficult days. 

The History of Religion , by Allan Menzies, D.D. (Murray). Professor 
Menzies has presented us with a most readable and interesting volume on 
Comparative Religion, a subject to which it is absolutely necessary to 
give some study if we would, on the one hand, do justice to the seekings 
after God which characterize all the great religions of the world, and 
appreciate on the other the unique claims and the position of Christianity. 

Bird JVo/eSy by Miss Hayward (compiled by M. E. Hubbard ; 
Longmans, 6/-). Miss Hayward gives us a volume of quite delicious 
chit-chat about her friends and neighbours, the feathered folk who grew 
so friendly with her that they came at her call and exchanged long 
confidences with her, as birds will. 

The pictures are as dainty and as sympathetic as the “Notes.” People 
who want their children to know with intimate loving knowledge the 
golden-crest, and the cole-tit, and the blue-tit, and the rest, could not do 
better than make this the volume for the children’s hour. Children will 
be emulous of so pleasant a bird* friendship. 

7 'he Young Rretenders y by E. H. Fowler (illustrated by Burne-Jones , 
Longmans, 6/-). We hope no kind uncle will be tempted by the capital 
illustrations and the taking letter press to make a birthday present of this 
volume, with the notion that it is meant for children. It is a volume or 
grown-ups who are humble enough to wish to know what goes on in the 


